THE DIAL DARKENS

sure will never do anything for him. Again let me tell you, we
are not living under Louis Quatorze.'

This advice gave Pompadour the presence of mind to pro-
fit by the indiscretions of Mademoiselle de Romans, who was
wearying Louis by exorbitant demands for herself and her
boy. Little did the 'goddess' know that by wanting to give the
child the Bourbon surname she was digging her own grave.
She had handed all the King's letters into the safe keeping of
the abbe de Lustrac, who was educating the little Louis de
Bourbon. One day the police made a forcible entry into his
house and seized all his private papers, but without finding
the telltale baptismal certificate. The unfortunate Mademoi-
selle de Romans was sent away to the provinces and married
off to a man who made her very unhappy. Her child was con-
fided by Sartine, lieutenant of police, to the care of one of his
clerks, who was given an income of 5,000 livres a year to look
after him. Alas, the clerk stole the money and abandoned the
child. For years he could not be traced anywhere. When
Louis XVI came to the throne, the unhappy mother brought
him the baptismal certificate which she had secreted all those
years and begged the kind-hearted monarch to find him.
(Monsieur Lenotre tells us the whole story.) This boy of royal
lineage was at length discovered at Lonjumeau, where he
was employed as stable help. He was taken away, educated,
and he eventually became a very good priest. He was the cure
of St.-Philippe du Roule in Paris, and Louis XVTs aunts
(Louis XV's daughters, then devout crotchety old maids)
were always very kind to him. One wonders whether this
tired priest walking along the rue St. Honore realized that
many years ago as a baby he had been the centre of admiring
Parisian crowds as he slept in his lacy basket? It would make
strange history to trace the fate of all Louis' unfortunate
bastards, if only records had been kept; there must be many
descendants of these children up to this very day.
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